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TIic other toenioy by rageand wari 
Thcfc fignct foterunne the death of Kings, 

Farcwel.our countrymen arc »onc and fjcdp 
As wcl aflur cd Richard theyr Ri ng if dead, 

SaUf Ah Riebardiwitheyespf hcauiemiad; 

1 lee thy glory like a (hooting fiat. 

Fall to the bafe earth from the firmament. 

Thy lunne fets weeping in the lowly weft, 

Witncfiin^ fiotmes to come,woe,aRd vnreR, 

Thy friendes are fled to waite vpon thy foes. 

And croHy to thy good al fortune goes. 

Snter T)nke of HerefordiTorke, North 
"SH/hieondGrteHefrifinert, 

'BhH. Bring forth chefe men. 

Bufitic and Greene 1 will not vexe your Ibules; 

Since prelcntfy your foules muft part your bodyes, . 
With too much vrging yodr peroitious liuct. 

For twere no charity; yet to waih your bloudj 
From off my hands; here in the vie w of men 
1 willvofold ibme caufesof yourdeath; 

You haue mifled a Prince,a royall King, 

A happie Gentleman in bloud and lineaments, 

Byyou vnhappiedand diffigurcd clcanc. 

You hauc in maimer with youi finful hourest 
Made a diuorcc betwixt h» Quccnc and him. 

Broke the pofiefsion o/a royall bed, 

And n ainde the beautie of a fairc Queenes cheeket 
With tcarcs drawne fi-om her eies with yout foulc wrongb 
My fclfe a Prince by fortune of my birth, 

Neare to the King in bloud,aod natc in loue, i 

Xil they did nuke him mifinterpret me, 

Haue floopt my necke vnder your iaiurieSi, 

And ligh’t my English breath in forrcncloudes, 

Eating the bitter brcad.pibanifhpicnt, . . 

While you hauc fed vpon my ^gniories, 

Difparkc m^ parks,and felld my fptrefi woods. 

From my ownc windowes come roy hoiiihold cpat<t, 
Race oirt my iiDptecfe,leauing nd figney 
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Xii^kkhttrdtheficw^ 

Saue mens opimons,audmy liaing bloud. 

To fhew the world Jam aGentlcfoan. 

This and much morc.much more then twice all this 
Condemns you to the death : fee them dcliPered oucr 
To execution and the hand of death. 

Bftjhie Mote welcome lithe ftrokc of death tome, 

Then BulUngbrooketo EnglandjLords farewell. _ 

Grtew My comfort is.that heauen wil takcour foules. 
And plague iniullice with the paines of hell. 

Bhtt, My Lord Northumberland fee them dilpatcht.* 
Vnckle you fay the ^cene is at your houfe. 

For Gods fake faircly Icthcrbc intrcatcd, 

Tcl her 1 fend to her my kind commends; 

Take fpcciall care my greetings be dcliuered. 

T6rk« A gentleman of mine I hauedifpatchr. 

With letters of yout loue. to her at large. 

'Bull, Thanks (gentle V ncklc;)corac Lords away. 

To fight with Glcndor and his complices, 

A whik to worke,and after holiday. Exe$tta> 

^nttrthe Ki»g,Amttrre,<iM^l,&e, 

Ki»g BarkloughiyCalllecallyou this at hand; 

A$m, Ycaroy Lord, Howbrookts your Grace the ayre. 
After yourlatctofsii^on the breaking feas? 

King Keedes mull Dike it well,Iweepe for toy. 

To ttand vpon my Kingdome once againe. 

Dearc earth I do falute thee with my hand. 

Though rebels wound thee with their horfes hoofcj^ 

As a long patted mother With her child. 

Play es fondly with her teares,and fmilcs inmeeting; 

So wceping,frailing,greete I thee my earth. 

And do thee fauour with my royal hands; 

Fcedc aot thy foueraignes foe, my gentle earth, 

Norwith thy fweetescomforthisraueoousfencej * 

Bur let thy Spiders that fucke vp thy venome. 

And heauy- gated toades lie in their way. 

Doing annoyance to the trecherous feete. 

Which with vTurping ftepi do trample thee: 

Yecldu 





